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Frinted by James Hoey, junior, in Parliament-ſtreets 
the fourth houſe on the right-hand coming from 
| Eſſex-Bridge. MDCCLXIV. 


FAEEF ACE; 


HE Reputation of MeTasTAs10, Author of 
the following Drama, is too well eſtabliſhed in 
learned World, to need any Apology for giving 
. Publick a Tranſlation of Artaxerxes, an Opera 
performed and admired all over Europe. But as the 
narrative Part of the Drama may ſeem too barren of 
forcible Epithets, which, in reading or ſpeaking, dig- 
nify the Stile, it may be neceſſary to give Mr. Dryden's 
and Lord Lan/down's Sentiments on the Occaſion, 
which exactly correſpond with thoſe of our Author. 
Mr. Dryden ſays, — That no Critic can juſtly deter- 
mine the Merit or Difficulty of writing a Poem for 
Muſic, till he has been frequently converſant with 
ſome ſkilful Muſician, and acquired, by Experience, 
a Knowledge of what is moſt proper for Muſical Ex- 
preſſion :* And Lord Land/down, in his Preface to the 
Britiſh Enchanters, exclaims againſt that Species of 
Dramatic Dialogue, which (inſtead of being free, 
natural and eaſy, as Converſation ſhould be) 1s pre- 
ciſe, or formal, argumenting pro and con, like Diſ- 
putants in a School; he further aſks the Queſtion, 
Whether in Writing, as in Dreſs, it is not poſſible 
to be too exact, too ſtarch'd, and too formal?” and 
concludes thus Pleaſing Negligence many have 
ſeen; who ever ſaw pleaſing Formality ?” 
Metaſtaſio, in his Dialect, ſeems to affect Simplici- 
ty; and from his great Experience in writing for Mu- 
ſick, has given the following Plan for the Poetry of 
an Opera, wiz. 
That the Fable, or Recitative, to which fixed Mu- 
ſical Sounds are adapted, ſhould be ſimple a 4 
ar 
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hard and diſſonant Epithets (though ever fo forcible 
in other Reſpects) being deſtructive to Muſic, and, 
when ſung, for the chick Part unintelligible. — That 
the Similies be confin'd to the Songs; and that the 
Words, which are to expreſs them, be as ſmooth 
and ſonorous as poſſible, leſt the Compoſer be cramp'd 
in his Fancy, and the Singers rendered incapable of 
ſhewing their Skill, which chiefly conliſts in openly 
diſplaying the Tones of their Voices, or running ex- 
ecutive Paſſages. 

The Tranſlator of this Opera has no Merit, but 
from his Endeavour to follow the Author in all theſe 
Particulars. He therefore ſubmits this firſt Attempt 
of the Kind to the Favour and Indulgence of the Pub- 
lick, not doubting that (if they conſider the Difficulty 
of writing under ſuch Reſtrictions, the Neceſſity of 
ſometimes departing from the Author, on Account 
of the different Idioms of our Language; and of leav- 
ing out many Beauties in the Narrative Part of the 
Drama, for the Sake of Brevity ;) they will rather 
peruſe it with an Eye of Favour than Severity. 


The 


The ARGUMENT. 


Xerxes King of Perſia, having been often diſcom- 
fited by the Greeks, his Power began greatly to de- 
cline; which Artabanes, Commander of the Royal 
Guards, perceiving, he entertained the Hopes of ſa- 
crificing to his Ambition, not only Xerxes, but all the 
Royal Family, and by that Method to aſcend the 
Throne of Perfia, for which Purpoſe, availing him- 
ſelf of the Advantage which his Familiarity and Friend- 
ſhip with the King gave him, he entered, at dead of 
Night, the Apartment of Aerxes and ſlew him. 

He afterwards ſo irritated the young Princes againſt 
one another, that Artaxerxes, one of the ſaid Princes, 
cauſed his Brother Darius to be ſlain, believing him 
the Parricide, by the artful Inſinuations of Artabanes. 

Now nothing was wanting to compleat his treaſo- 
nous Deſigns but the Death of Artaxerxes; which Ar- 
tabanes having prepared, tho' by various Accidents 
delayed, (which furniſh the Epiſodical Ornaments of 
the Drama,) he could not accompliſh it, the Trea- 
ſon being diſcovered, and Artaxerxes preſerved : 
Which Diſcovery and Preſervation form the princi- 
pal Action of the enſuing Drama. 

Tuſtin. Lib. 3. Cap. 1. 


The Action is repreſented in and near the Palace 
of the Kings of Perfia, in the City of Suſa. 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


ARTAXFERXEs, Prince and aſterwads 


King of Perfia; Friend to Anpacrs,l Mr. Perett:. 
and in Love with SEMIRA, 


ARTABANES, Generaliſſimo, and Fa- 


vcurite of the Royal Family; Father Mr. Beard. 
to ARBACES and SEMIRA, | 


ARBACES, Friend to ARTAXERXES, 
in Love with ManpaANE, 


; Mr. Tenducci. 


RIMENES, a General of the Army, 
and Confident of ARTABANES, 


d Mr. Mattocks. 


MANDANE, Siſter to ARTAXERXES, 8 
3 ; Miſs Brent. 
in Love with ARBACES, 

SEMIRA, Siſter to ARBACES, in Love 
with ARTAXERXES, 


5 Miſs Potier. 


Neotles, Guards, and Attendants. 


ARTAXERXES. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


An inner Garden belonging to the Palace of the King of 
PRRSI A. Moon- light. 


I ManDaAaNE and ARBACES., 


MANDANE. 


TILL Silence reigns around, Suſpicion ſleeps, 
And unperceiv'd, you may eſcape theſe Walls. 
Arb. Adieu, my Love; O think on thy Arbaces. 
Man. Yet ſtay, ſweet Youth, a few ſhort Minutes 
ſtay. 
Arb. Ador d Mandane ! ſee the Dawn appears. 


DUETTIN O. 


Fair Aurora, pr'ythee ſtay; 

O retard umvelcome Day : 

Think what Anguiſh rends my Breaſt ; 
Thus careſſing, thus careſt ; 

From the Idol of my Heart 


Forc d at thy Approach to part. 


Alas, thou know'ſt that for my Love to thee, 
The King, great Aerxes, thy too rigid Father, 
Has baniſh'd me the Palace; ſhou'd he know, 


That 
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That in Defiance of his ftern Command, 
have preſum'd to ſcale this Garden Wall; 
How Ittle wou'd a Lover's Plea avail, 
When thou his Daughter, cou'dſt not move his Pity. 

Man. Thy noble Father, mighty Artabanes, 
Diſpoſes at his Will the Heart of Aerxes, 
And the young Prince my Brother Artaxerxes, 
Brought up with thee in virtuous Emulation, 
Honours thy Worth, and boaſts thy valu'd Friendſhip 
Their Intereſt may ſoften his Reſentment. 

Arb. Weak are their Efforts, while his kingly Pride 
Diſdains to rank a Princeſs with a Subj 

Man. My Spirits fink, my Heart forgets to beat, 
I have not Fortitude to bear thy Loſs 
And muſt we part ?—then all good Angels guard 

thee. 


A I R. 


Adieu, thou lovely Youth, © 
Let Hope thy Fears remove ; 
| Preſerve thy Faith and 7. ruth, 


But never doubt my Love. Ext. 
SCENE „ | 
Arb. O cruel parting how can E ſurvive: ap 


Divided thus from all that's ſweet and fair, 
From her, for whom alone I live. 


7 3 


Enter A = 


Art. Son, A backs. | 
Arb. My Father! 
Art. Give me thy Sword. 


Arb. Sir, I obey. 

Art. Here, take. thou. mine. 
Arb. "Tis. drench'd*in Blood! rr 2 af 
Art. Fly, hide it from e E 3 Ges! 
184 1 | Aer xes 
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Aeræes the King this daring Arm hath ſlain. 
Arb. Forbid it, Heav'n! 
Art. O much lov'd Son! 


Thy Treatment was the Spur to my Revenge —— 


For thee I'm guilty. 
Arb. Wou'd I had ne'er been born. 
Art. Let not weak Scruples thwart my great Deſign 
Perhaps Arbaces ſhall be King of Per/ia. 
Arb. I'm all Confuſion — 
Art. No more —— — be gone. 
Arb. O fatal Day — unhappy loſt Arbaces. 


A 1X. 


Amid a thouſand racking Moes, 

pant, I tremble, and I feel, 

Cold Blood from every Vein diſtill, | 
And clog my lab ring Heart. [Exit, 


I ſee my Fair one's loſt Repaſe, 
8 And O ! lament the fatal Curſe; | 
ſenratien C That he who gave me Life cou d thus, 
From Virtue's Laws depart. 


Nn 


AR TABAN E Ss, Solus. 


Be firm my Heart in the Purſuit of Guilt, 
The firſt Advance admits not a Retreat: 
The Royal Blood, to the laſt hateful Drop, 


Maſt then be ſhed. Conſcience thy Checks are vain — 


The Prince PPE, pow Art's my only Refuge. 
Enter AR TAXERXES, R1M ENES, and Guards. 


Artax. Dear Artabanes, glad I meet thee here; j 
Thy Prince demands thy Counſel, 

Thy Royalty Revenge * 
2 a Aut. 


i 
ö 
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Art. I tremble, Sir 
This dire Injunction wants an Explanation. 

Arlax. Diſaſtrous Fate yonder my Father lies 
Savagely murder'd ! 

Art. Ah! my ill-boding Fears! 

Unſated Thirſt of Empire 
Alas will nothing but a Father's Blood, 
Allay thy Heat, and quench thy raging Fever! 

Artax. Well I conceive—my Faithleſs cruel Brother 
Darius — 

Art. Who but he at dead of Night could penetrate 
The Palace? Who approach the royal Bed; 

Nay more, his known Ambition — 

Artax. O, if here lives a Heart that calls me Friend, 
Or feels Compaſſion for his ſlaughter'd King, 
Quick let him bring the Traitor to our Preſence. 

Art. That welcome Taſk be mine — 
Guards follow me. [ Going 
A Artax. Yet ſtay — | | 
Darius is the Son of NXerxes. 

Art. Who kills the Father, is no more a Son. 


ATR: 


Behold ! on Lethe's diſmal Strand 
Thy Father's troubled Spirit land 
In his Face what Grief profound! 
See he rolls his haggard Eyes, 
Hark! Revenge ! Revenge he crits; 
And points to his flill bleeding Wound : 
Obey the Call, revenge his Death; 
Aud calm his Soul that gave thee Breath. (Exit. 


23 SCENE W. 


ARTAXERXES going; Enter SEMIRA. 
; "A 


Sem. Stay, Artaxerxes, ſtay. 1 oth 
Artax, Adieu, Semira. 1 
| Sent. 


*- — 
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Sem. And doſt thou fly me? go then, cruel Prince, 
No more ſhall ill-tim'd Fondneſs importune thee. 

Artax. Beauteous Semira, ſhould I longer ſtay, 
There's ſuch a ſyren Sweetneſs in thy Voice, 
'T would lull me to forget my filtal Duty. 

Sem. Away, ungrateful. 


X. 
Artax. Fair Semira, Hhuely Mail, 


; | Ceaſe in pity to upbraid 
| My oppreſs'd but conſtant Heart : 
Full ſufficient are the Woes, 
1 Which my cruel Stars impaſe; 
Heav'n, alas! bas done its part. [ Exit. 


j 


N. 


Sem. I fear ſome dread Diſaſter — ſay, Rimenes; 
What means this ſtrange Confuſion in the Prince? 
Rim. Xerxes is ſlain — 
Suſpicion points the Finger at Darius; 
And Artaxerxes bears a dreadful Conflict, 
Twixt filial Duty to revenge his Father, 
And brotherly Compaſſion for Darius. 
Sem. O fatal Deed! th' Effect of wild Ambition; 

Heav'n knows if Artaxerxes Life be ſafe. 

Rim. Let Fate be buſy in deſtructive Slaughter, 

Me bleſt with Love, and ſeated on the Shore, 

Will view the deſtin'd Shipwreck. 

Sem. Think not that Love can find a Place to enter, 
When the ſad Heart's ſurrounded with Misfortunes; 
Leave me, Rimenes, to my troubled Thoughts. 

. Aim. Your Web of Scorn is not ſo cloſely woven, 
But I can ſee between each ſubtle Thread, 

Vet, born to Love, undaunted, I'll purſue thee : 

Since Hope inſpires my Breaſt, what you deny, 
Ungrateful Maid! kind Fancy ſhall ſupply. 

B 2 AIR. 
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A t 


When real Toy we miſs, 

"Ts ſome Degree of Bliſs, 

T* enjoy ideal Pleaſure, 

And dream of hidden Treaſure. 


The Soldier dreams of Wars, 
And conquers without Scars, 
The Sailor in his Sleep, 

With ſafety ploughs the Deep : 


So 1, through Fancies Aid, 

Enjoy my heav'nly Maid, 

And bleſt with thee and Love, 

Am greater far than Jove. [Exit. 


N VL 


S E MIR A, Sola. 


Ye Gods, Protectors of the Perſian Empire. 
Preſerve my Artaxerxes Vet he bleſt — 
Semira's State is wretched : Aerxes dead, 

This Prince will mount the Throne: 

Belov'd by me, and rais'd above my Hopes, 
The Hand which he intreated, when a Subject, 
When Sov'reign of Perfia he'll diſdain, 


. 


How hard is my Fate, 
How deſp rate my State, 
I hen Virtue and Honour excite, 
To ſuffer Diſtreſꝭ, 
Contented to bleſs, 
The Object in whom I delight. 


W417; 
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Tet midſt all the Il pes, 
My Soul under goes, 
Thro Virtut's tog rigid Decree, 
{'ll ſcorn to complain, 
If the force of my Pain 
Arvaken his Pity for me. [Exit, 


SCENE VII The Palace. 


Enter MANDANE. 


Where do I fly? — Ah, hapleſs Maid! — 
Thus, in one fatal Inſtant, 
To loſe a Brother, Father, and a Lover! 


Enter ARTAXERXES. 


Artax. Alas, Madane! 
Man. Does Darius live? 
Or are thy guilty Hands 
Imbru'd in Brother's Blood ? 
Artax. Fain wou'd I ſhun that Deed, 
Which to prevent, I've ſearch'd throughout the Pa- 
lace, 
For Artabanes and Darius — 
But all in vain 
Man. See Artabanes comes. 


cit. 


e 


Enter ARTABANES. 


Artax. My Friend ! — 
Art. I ſought you, Sir — All is accompliſh'd. 
Artax. Ha! ſpeak, explain. 
Art. Your Father's Death's reveng'd, 
Darius ſlain, and Artaxerxes now 
Is Perfia's King. 
e Artax. O Gods! 
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Man. O dire Misfortune! 
Art. Why that deep Sigh, my Liege? 'twas your 
Command. 
Artax. Alas! tis true, the Guilt is only mine. 
Art. What Guilt, my Sovereign ? 
"Twas merely Juſtice to your murder'd Father. 
Take Comfort, Sir ; 
And think, that in Darius Death, 
A wicked bloody Parricide is puniſh'd. 


S CE NE. I. 


Finter SEMIRA, 


Sem, O Artaxerxes! 

Artax. Say, fair Semira, why this ſeeming Joy? 

Sem. Darius 1s not guilty of the Murder. | 

Man. What do I hear? 

Artax. Tm ſtruck with double Horror. 

Sem. TW Aſſaſſin is ſecur'd. 

Arlax. O quick, proceed. 

Sem. Your watchful Centinels, when he had leap'd 
The Garden Wall, o'ertook him as he fled. 
His deep Confuſion, palid Countenance, 
And Sword yet reeking with the crimſon Blood, 
Strongly proclaim him guilty. 

Artax. But the Name ? 

Sem. At my Requeſt to know it, 
All hung their Heads in Silence. 

Art. Alas, it is my Son. [ Afide. 

Artax. Muſt Artaxerxes then aſcend the Throne, 
Diſtain'd with Brother's Blood ? 
O, I ſhall never taſte of Peace again. 
Quick, bring this Traitor; that nnbounded Rage 
May execute the Vengeance he deſerves.— 
Hold, Artabenes — dear Mandane, ſtay — 
Semira, leave me not in this Diſtreſs. — 
Where is my Friend Arbaces ? 


Art. 


— — —— Du _ — 


AN TAXEN X Z.S. 15 
Art. He was forbid the Court by royal Aeræes, 


For his preſumptuous Love of fair Mandane. 


here ab- 


Artax. Fly, bring him to my Arms 
ſolve him. 


K 


Enter RI ME NES with ARBACES Priſoner. 


Rim. Who in his Royal Preſence would believe 


Arbaces to be guilty ? 


Art. How ! 
Artax. My Friend! 
Art. My Son! 
Sem. My Brother! 
Man. Oh, ye Gods! my Lover! 
Artax. Wou'd in the Pangs of Death I'd met my 
| Friend, 
Rather than thus in Fetters like a Traitor. 
Arb. Tm innocent. 
'  Artax. O, make but that appear, 
And doubly *twill endear thee to my Love. 
Arb. J am not guilty, that's my only Plea. 
Art. This prudent Caution anſwers to my Wiſh. 
[Aue. 
Man. But your Reſentment *gainſt the King —— 
Arb. Was juſt. 
Artax. Didſt thou not fly ? 
Arb. I did. 
Man- This they Reſerve — 
Arb. Is requiſite, 
Artax. And thy down-caſt Confuſion, _— 
Arb. Is ſuited to th' Occaſion. 


Rim. This bloody Sword — [Sewing it. 
Arb. Was in the Scabbard, when you took me 
Priſoner. | 


Art. And can'ſt thou yet deny the cruel Deed? 


Arb. 


4 
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Arb. Great Sir, I ſtill aſſert my Innocence. 
Art. Audacious Boy! thus obſtinate in Ill, 

Thy Sight's my Torment, and this Deed my Shame. 
Arb. And does my F ather j join in my Deſtruction ? 


'. ow te 


Art. Thy Father ! away, I renounce the ſoft Claim; 
Thou Spot on my Honour, thou Blaſt to my Fane, 
Let Juſtice the Traytor io Puniſt ment bring; 
His Father be Int, " when he murder'd his King. 
—_ 


N 


Arb. Ye cruel Gods, what Crime have I committed, 
To draw relentleſs Vengeance on my Head? 
Semira ! Siſter! hear me with Compaliton, 


1 


Sem. Acquit thee of this foul Offence, 
Return with ſpotleſs Innocence ; 
Then ſpall my hapleſs Brother ſce, 
| That never Sifter lov'd like me. [Exit. 


8: ©-E:.-N--8:; XIE 


Aub. Appearance, I muſt own, is ſtrong againſt me, 


Bur Truth is on my Side —— 'm innocent. 
Artax. Pray Heav'n thou may'ſt; but till che Law 
decide, 
You muſt remain a Priſoner, ' Exit. 


Arb. Ah, dear Rinienes, Pity N hard Fate, 


Ny Frien 4! 
Rim. | am no 0 Tipytof J Friend — Adieu. {Exit 


SCENT 
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N 


Arb. Beauteous Mandane, turn at leaſt and hear me. 
Man. Away; you ſue in vain. Going. 
Arb. O ſtay, I charge thee 

Think on thy former Love. 
Man. Tis turn'd to Hate. 
Arb. And you believe me guilty ? 
Man. I am convinc'd. 


A I R. 


Arb. O too lovely, too unkind, 
If my Lips no Credit find; 
Pierce my Breaſt, my Heart ſhall prove 
Strong in Virtue, firm in Love; 
Guiltleſs, wretched, left, forlorn, 
And worſe than murder d by thy Scorn. 
[Exit guarded, 


SC ENYK IV. 


MANDANE Sola. 
Recitatiue accompanied. 


Dear and beloved Shade of my dead Father, 
Thee I invoke to ſpirit up my Rage, 
_ Leſt fond Credulity too ſtrongly plead, 
And turn my Purpoſe from a juſt Revenge; 
For, oh, I feel the Tyrant Love within, 
He rends my Breaſt, he ſtruggles for Arbaces; 
Help me kind Gods, to tear away his Image. 


AIR 


Fly, foft Ideas, fly ; 
That neither Fear nor Sigh, 


0 C My 
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My Firtue may betray : 
Nature's great Call, 
. That gern, all, 
| A Daughter muſt obey. 
| Alas my Soul demes, 
7% hear Revenge's Cries 
Dare not, fond Heart, 
To take his Part, 
But drive his Form away, Exit 


A4 1 SORNTFTT 


The Royal Apartments. 
Enter ARTAXERXES and ARTABANES, 


A'RTALXERSETES: 


CFVARDS, ſpeed ye to the Tower, 
| And inſtantly conduct Arbaces to me. 
Art. Good my Lord, | | 


Think not the partial Fondneſs of a Father 
3 Has urg'd this Council. 
f Artax. No; tis Juſtice dictates; 
| He til! perſiſts that he is innocent, 
And his fair Truth was ne'er till now ſuſpected ; 
| will withdraw. 
O reconcile the Safety of your Son, 
With your King's Peace, and the Honour of his 
Throne. 


KA 4. 8; 


In Infancy, our Hopes aud Fears, 
Mere to each other known ; 

And Friendſhip in our riper Tears, 
Has tuin d our Hearts in one. 


# | One 


Exit 


f his 


One 
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O clear him then from this Offence, 
Thy Love thy Duty prove ; 
Reſtore him with that [nnocence, 


Which firſt inſpir'd my Love. Exit. 
5 G8 100-216 


Art. So far my great Reſolve ſucceeds, 
Approach, Arbaces. 


Enter ARBACESs and Guards. 


And you his Guards, in the next Chamber wait. 


; [ Exennt Guards, 
Arb. My Father! 
Art. Ever watchful to preſerve thee, 


I artfully have gain'd from Artaxerxes, 
The Liberty to queſtion thee : 
Take then this fortunate Occaſion, 
And by a ſecret Way, which I will ſhew thee, 


Delude the Guards and fly. 

Arb. Sir, my Eſcape + 
Wou'd riſe in Evidence to prove me guilty. 

Arb. Tis Folly all! I give thee Liberty; 
From the King's Wrath I ſnatch thee; and, perhaps, 
The publick Voice ſhall call thee to the Throne. 

Arb. What ſaid you, Sir? 

Art. Long have you known, 

The People's Hatred to the Royal Blood : 

Away. 

The Sight of you will fire che mut'nous Troops; 
Whoſe Leaders to your Intereſt are ſworn. 

Arb. 1 turn a Rebel! Horror's in the Thought — 
Your Pardon, Sir; — Is this a Father's Counſel? 
Guards, enter quick, bring me again my Chains — 
Conduct me to my Priſon. 


A. I Dr with Rage. | 
C2 Arb. 


| 
| 
1 
j 
| 
f 
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Arb. Yet calm this Tranſport — think on my Af- 
fliction — | 
Sir — Father —'turn — O grant one kind Adieu. 
Art. Unworthy Boy! I'm deaf to thy Requeſt. 


A 41 
Arb. Di/dainful you fly me, 


In Anger exclaim; 
All Comfort deny me, 
And murder my Fame. 


No Grief can the Heart 
To Pity incline, «& 
That bears not a part 
In Sorrow like mine. 


Nature's tender Plea' is vain 
Welcome then my Chains agam. 


O Rigour unjuſt ! 

O Counſel acturſt ! 
Ambition ill-plac'd;, 
My Virtue diſgrac d; 
The Pains 1 endure, 
Death only wy cure. 


Di/dainful you ty me, 
In Anger exclaim ; 
A Comfort deny me; 
And murder my Fame. 


No 55 can the Heart 
Pity incline, 
That bears hot a part 
Ji Sorrow like mine. 


Nature's tender Plea is vain N 

Welcome then my Chains again. © *>« 
[Exit with the Guards. 

= SCENE 
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Euter RIM E N E S. 


Rim. Why, my dear Friend, ſo penſive, ſo inactive? 
Art. My wayward Son, chat Bar to my Ambition, 
At once rejects both Liberty and Crown. 

Rim. Let us away, and force him from the Tower, 
Art. The preſent Time may better be employ'd, 
If Artaxerxes periſh, by our Hands, 

Let not my Friend betray me. 
Rim. I, my Lord! 

Forbid it, Gratitude ! my abject State 

Caſt me below the Notice of Mankind, 


Till your great Pow'r exalted me to Hanour. 


Art. Small: Recompence for thy good Services : 
But ſhould kind Fortune ſmile on this Attempt 
Then judge if Artabanes loves his Friend, 

Rim. My _ my Heart, are guided by _ 

Wi | 

Art. J have obſerv'd thy Paſſion for Semira 

Spare thy Confuſion ; and let this great Inſtance 


Prove my Eſteem Ws Semira ſhall be thine. 


Rim. T0008 acious Sir — my Joy is paſt Ex- 
preſſion. | 
Art. Come hither Daughter. [Seeing Semira. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter 1 


In this valiant Chief, 
Behold thy Lord and Huſband, 

Sem, Cruel Sound ! 
O Sir reflect — Is this a Time for Nuptials, 
When my unhappy Brother — 

Art. Peace, no more. 


12 my Command — reply not, but obey. [Zx:r. 


SCENE 


— — 


KEN att + 
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N 


Sem. I tremble — hear me, Sir — O, if you love 
me, 
Prevent this Marriage. 
Rim. Sure Semira mocks me? 
Sem. Tho', by Conſtraint, you ſeize my helpleſs 
Hand, 
My Heart diſdains the brutal Violence. 
Rim. Give me thy Beauty, and reſerve thy Heart; 
Thou keep'ſt the worſt, I gain the better Part. 


A IN. 


To figh and complain, 
Alike I diſdain, 
Contented my Wiſh to enjoy; 
.1 ſcorn to reflect, 
On a Lady's Neglect, 
Or barter my Trace for a Toy. 


unn Love as in War, "OO INST 252 
| I laugh at a Scar, g9N:t v 
Aud if my og Enemy . 
| The 7% that , ains, 
1% Lad ber in CM 55! 3ic 3 
And gon the rich Spoils £ the Field. [LExit. 
U en ä 


Sem. Mow many Ticks to Arg Misfortune 8 Chain 


Are woven in one Day! n 1 
LI Dun 9010. * inis 
Euter M A N D A " . WT 
þ 113 EJ g 1421 112 0 
Stay, dear Mandane A vqdatlau vin nt 


Why this hafte ? g 11 
Man. Tattend the omen . bornrmo) ma toi 


love 


pleſs 


art; 


My Princeſs, Brother, this deteſted Lover, 
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Sem. T'll too attend if ought within my Power 
May help my Brother. 
Man. Our Views are different; thou deſir'ſt to ſave 
him 3 
I ſeek his Death. 
Sem. Is this a Language for Arbaces Lover ? 
Man. It well becomes the Daughter of dead Ferxes. 
Sem. Away, thou cruel Maid! 
Enforce his Crime, and urge his ſpeedy Death. 
But firſt prepare your Heart, and quite erace 
The ſoft Remembrance of your former Paſſion, 
The tender Hopes and Fears, warm Vows of Truth, 
Fond Sighs exchang'd, and, laſt, the ſweet Idea 
Of that dear Form, which firſt inſpir'd your Love. 
Man. Ah barbarous Semrra ! thus to awake 
My guilty Pity ; Rebel to my Duty. 


3 
1f d'er the cruel Tyrant Love, 
A Congueſt I believ'd; 


The flattermg Error ceaſe to prove, 
O let me be decery'd. 


Forbear to fan the gentle Flame, 
Which Love did firſt create, 


What was my Pride is now my Shame; 
And muſt be turn'd to Hate.. 


Then call not to my wav'ring Mind, 
The Weakneſs of my Heart, 
Which, ah! I feel too much inlin'd, 
To take the Trailor's Part. [Exit. 


S c E N E VII. 


| S ERM I A Sola. 
Which fatal Evil ſhall I firſt oppoſe ? 


The 


—— — — DR— — 
- 


e 
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The King, my Father, all are Enemies: 
And each attacks me in ſome tender Part: 
While I exert my Pow'r againſt the one, 
The others ruſh on my defenceleſs Breaſt. 


AIK. 


"If the River's ſwelling Waves, 
Over flo their uſual Bed; 
Scarce the affrighted Peaſant ſaves 
From the Flood bis homely Shed. 


Tho he flop one open Shore, 
Where the Waters ſwiftly glide, 
In an hundred Places more, 


, MRujhes in the impetuous Tide, [Exit, 
SE EK N VAL 


A Hall of Royal Council with a Throne, Seats on the 
Sides for the Grandees of the Kingdom; a ſmall Table 
and Chair on the right Hand of "the Throne, Artax- 
erxes, preceded by Guards, afterwards by the Nobles, 
fall d by Mandane, Semira, Artabanes, and Ri- 
menes. 


Artax. Ye ſolid Pillars of the-Perfian Empire, 
Behold me ſated to ſuſtain the Cares 
Of my paternal Throne, and much I'm griev'd 
That my lov'd Father's Death, ſo heavy lies 
Upon my abſent Friend; but ſince Arbaces 
Denies this Acculation ; let the Father, 
Whoſe Virtues have endeat'd him to our Favour, 
Be the Son's Judge to eaſt him or gcquit him; 
In him is veſted all our regal Pow'r. 
Man. In him? does Friendſhip ſo prevail o'er Duty? 
Artax. Not ſo, Mandane, for his loyal Father 
Has double Reaſon for Severity: 
I ought to vindicate-the Death of Ares: 


But 


xit. 


the 
able 
ax- 
hes, 
Ri- 


But 
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But if Arbaces be the Criminal, 
His Father, with more Rigour, will revenge 


His Monarch's Death and his own publick Shame. 


Art. Ah, Sir, what Trial! 
Artax. Worthy of thy Virtue 


; If any think me partial, let him ſpeak. 


Rim. This Silence is a gen'ral Approbation, 

Sem. My Brother comes. | 

Man. Ah me! 

Artax. Give your Attention. 
[Aſcends the Throne, the Grandtes fit. 

Man. Now Prudence guide the Reins of my 
Affection. 

Ceaſe buſy Heart to flutter in my Breaſt, [¶Aſide. 


6 CE NB 2a 


Enter AgBAces in Chains, guarded. 


Arb. Am I fo much the hatred of all Perfia, 
That it unites to witneſs my Misfortune ? 
My Sovereign 
Artax. O Arbaces, call me Friend! 
For till thy Crime is prov'd, that Title's mine, 
But as a Name ſo tender ill becomes 
Th' impartial Judge, thy moſt unhappy Cauſe 
I have aſſign'd to worthy Artabanes. | 
Arb. My Father Judge ? 
Artax. Yes, he. | 
Arb. Im chill'd with Horror. 
Art. Arbaces, in this Preſence thou appeareſt 
To be the Murderer of Royal Xerxes ; 
The Circumſtances urg'd are theſe 
That thou haſt entertain'd preſumptious Love 
Of this moſt honour'd Princeſs; 1 
For which, by Xerxes baniſh'd from the Court, 
You ſought Revenge, and found it in his Death. 
Arb. e more, the bloody Sword, the Time, the 
ace, 93 hr 


And Flight, conſpire to fix the Guilt on me, 
881370 | | 


—— — —ä—j — 
— 
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And yet my Heart is free; —I'm Innocent. 

Art. Demonſtrate that, and ſo appeaſe the Wrath 
Of this offended Princeſs. | 
Arb. Ah! forbear; 
If you wou'd have me with a ſteady Mind, 
Support my Sufferings; make not th' Aſſault 
In ſuch a tender Part, — Barbarous Father! 

Art. Raſh young Man, be ſilent. 
| Conſider where thou art, -and who attends thee. 

Man. Be ſtill, my beating Heart. [ Afide. 

Artax. But this thy Crime, 

Requires Defence, or a ſincere Repentance. 

Arb. My King, I find no Crime to be defended, 
Nor Motive for Repentance; That's my Anſwer, 
Art. O, filial Love! [ Afide. 

Man. Whether he plead or not, 

He equally is guilty. — Where is Juſtice ? 
Is this the Father that ſhou'd vindicate 
His murder'd King, and his own publick Shame ? 

Arb. Cruel Mandane! does thy Voice condemn me ? 

Man. Bear up, my Heart. [ Afade. 

Art. Your juſt Reſentment, Princeſs ! 

Spurs on my lazy Virtue, — 

Let Perfia, then, in Artabanes's Rigour, 

Record his Juſtice and his Loyalty. — [Takes the Pen. 

My Son I here condemn — [S:gns.] Arbaces dies. 
Man. Oh Gods! [ Afade. 
Artax. Suſpend a while, the raſh Decree. | 

| [Art. riſes, and gives the Paper to Artax. 
Art. Tis ſign'd, my Liege — I have fulfill'd my 
Duty. 

Artax. Unnatural Sentence! 

Sem. O inhuman Father! 

Man. Alas, my Tears betray me. [ Aſide. 

Arb. Weeps Mandane, 

In pity of my cruel Deſtiny? 
Man. Pleaſure may ſtart a Tear, as well as Grief. 

Art. Now I have finiſh'd the ſtern Judge's Part; 

Permit, O King, the Feelings of a Father. 


nn. 


Omitted in the Repreſentation 
As 


— 


Pardon, 


＋ 


—-— . — 
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Pardon, my Son, th' Effect of Tyrant Duty, 


rath Suffer with Patience, and Remember this, 
The worſt of ev'ry Evil is the Fear. 
Arb. My Patience, Sir, begins at laſt to leave me: 
In View o'th' World, to find myſelf expoſed 
t A ſeeming guily Object; all my Hopes 
2 Fut off i'th' Bloom, the Morn of Life my End; 
8 Hated by Perfia, by my King, 
hee. Þ And her whom J adore: to know that you, 
fide. Barbarous Father, (Ah, I loſe myſelf!) 
> Adieu.— Going. 
Art. I freeze [ Afide. 
ded, | Man. I die. [ Afide. 
wer, Arb. Stay, raſh Arbaces “ [ Returning. 


Pen. 


.Itax, 


Afide. 


rief. 
it; 
rdon, 


” 1 


Where would'ſt thou go? Ah, Sir, forgive your Son; 
Behold me at your Feet. — 

Excuſe the Tranſports of my frantick Grief 

Shed all my Blood, 'tis yours, — I'll not complain, 


But kiſs the honour'd Hand that ſign'd my Death. 


Art. Enough, O riſe. — 
Thou haſt but too much Reaſon to lament : 
But know —(O Gods!)— take one Embrace, and part. 


A IR. 
Arb. By that belov'd Embrace, 
| By this my fond Adieu, 
Deplore my hapleſs Caſe, 
Condemn'd, alas! for you. 
Appeaſe my Love, my Truth commend, 
Yourſelf preſerve, my King defend. 
My Sentence 1 obey, 
| To filial Duty true ; 
And ſcarce have Pow'r to ſay 
A long and laſt Adieu Exit, guarded, 


8. RR x. 
Man. Ah me! at poor Arbaces parting, 


I feel the Stroke of Deatn. [Afide. 


Art. I hope Mandane's Wrath will now ſubſide; 


D 2 For 
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For I have ſacrificed my only Son, 
To ſatisfy her Vengeance. 
Man. Savage, no more — 
Avoid my Preſence : dare not to view the Light 
Of Snn or Stars; but hide thy cruel Head 
Within the deepeſt Bowels of the Earth. 
Art. Is then my Virtue — | 
Man. Silence, Inhuman ! - 
Art. Did not Mandane's Rage, excite my Juſtice ? 
Man. The Daughter ought to vindicate the Father; 
But thou, a Father, ſhould'ſt have ſav'd thy Son. 


1 
Monſter, away ! 
From chearful Day 
To the gloomy Deſart fly: 
Paths explore, 
Where Lions roar, 
And devouring Tygers lie: 
Tho for Food, 
They wade in Blood, 
All to fave their Young agree: 
Ev'ry Creature, 
Fierce by Nature, 
Harmleſs is, compar'd to thee. [Exit, 


S C R NE N 


Artax. See, lov'd Senura ! 
How Heav'n conſpires the Ruin of Arbaces. 
Sem. Inhuman Tyrant! 
You firſt deſtroy your Friend, 
And then bewail him. 


Artax. I, to thy Father's Will his Life committed ; 
How was I then a Tyrant? 


All Perfia knows my Friendſhip for aa, 
And faithful Love to thee. 
Sem. I thought you once 

A tender Lover and a 8 Friend; 


But 


_— Oy r e "3 
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But in one Inſtant you have prov'd yourſelf 
In Friendſhip falſe, and treacherous in Love. 


A 1 
This Beſom, a Stranger to Reſt, 
Reſentment and Pity aſſail, 
As both for Dominion conteſt, 
So both, to my Sorrow, prevail. 


My Heart, in this deſperate State, 
To give each Aſſ ailant its Due, 


Now bleeds for my Brother's hard Fate, 
And burns with Reſentment to you, [Exit. 


ECR-N FE. XU 


Artax. O Artabanes? 

Art. Lament not, Sir, but leave Complaints to me, 
I am the moſt unhappy of Mankind. 

Artax. Thy Woe muſt needs be great, 
When mine is inſupportable. IE. 


s S EN E XIL 


ARTABANES Solus. 


Recitative Accompanied. 


At length my Soul has Room t'indulge its Grief — 
What racking Thoughts ſurround the guilty Breaſt 
O my dear Son, forgive the piercing Woes, 

Which my foul Deeds inflict upon thy Youth , 
I come to ſave thee from the Jaws of Death, 
And pay thy Virtues with a kingly Throne, 


A I R. 


Thou, like the glorious Sun, 

Thy ſplendid Courſe ſhalt run: 

bat thy the Night 
Obſcure bis Light, 


From guilty Minds — Belov'd Arbaces fly 
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When priſon'd in the Weſt, 
The Day returns, 
Again he burns, 


The God of Day confeft. [Exit, 


ACT SCE MSG: 


A Priſon. 
ARBACES in a melancholy Poſture. 


ARFEX TA 


HY is Death for ever late, 
To conclude a Wretch's Moe; 
Thoſe who live in happy State, 

Feel too ſoon th' untimely Blow. 


Enter AR TAXERKXKES. 


Artax. Arbace © | 
Arb. Gracious Heav'n, what 8 this I ſee! 
Does royal Artaxerxes deign to viſit | 
The Wretch Arbaces, in this horrid Gloom! 
Artax. Pity and Friendſhip brought me here to 
: ſave thee. ' | 
Arb. To fave me? 
Artax. Yes. That ſecret Paſſage leads 
To Life and Liberty ; then quickly fly 
Remember Artaxerxes, and be happy. 
Arb. Your Pardon, Sir, the World een bt me 
guilty 
Then let me die; your Honour, Sir, requires it. 
Happy, my Exit, having once preſerv d 
My Sovereign's Life, and now his ſpotleſs Honour. 
Artax. Such noble Sentiments can ne'er proceed 


As O end [ beg thee to preſerve thyſelf; 2 
ut 


PF 
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But if that fails — as Sovereign I command thee. 
Arb. In Gratitude to thy exalted Friendſhip, 
u quit this Scene of Horror and Deſpair. 

But ah! thus exil'd, I ſhall only fly, 

7 Reſtleſs to tread the paths of Miſery. 


IX. 


Water parted from the Sea, 
May increaſe the River's Tide; 
To the bubbling Fount may flee, 
Or thro” fertile Vallies glide : 


Zet in ſearch of loft Repoſe, 
Doom'd, like me, forlorn to roam, 
Still it murmurs as it flows, 
Till it reach its natrve Home. [Exit. 


r 
AR TAX ER XE S Solus. 


That Front, ſecure in conſcious Innocence, 
Defies the Charge of Guilt: Affliction's Veil 
Can never quite eclipſe the inward Light, 
That from a noble Soul darts forth its Rays, 
When in the Countenance the Heart is ſeen. 


1 


Typo oft a Cloud, with envious Shade, 
Conceals the Face of Day; 
The Sun is ſtill in Flames array d, 
His Beams immortal not decay'd : 
Soon the gloomy Veil retires ; 
He darts each pow'rful Ray, | 
And Light and Heat expires. [Exit. 
\ 


SCENE I 
Enter ARTABANES with a Train of Conſpirators. 


My Son, Arbaces— Where art thou retir'd? 


| 


Sure he ſhou'd hear my Voice— what ho— Arbaces /— 


O Heav'n! 
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O Heav'n ! — Guards watch the Entrance of the Priſon, Þ 
"Till I can find my Son. [Exit. Þ 


Enter RIMENESs. 


Rim. Not yet arriv'd! 
Sir, Artabanes l [Ex1!. 


Re-enter ARTABANE S. 


Art. O unhappy Father! 
My Son I ſeck in vain — my Blood grows chill; 
I fear — I doubt — perhaps in 


Re-enter RIMENES. 


Rim. Artabanes ! 

Art, Where 1s Arbaces? 

Rim. Is he not with you? 

Arb. O cruel Gods! the unfortunate has periſh'd, 

Rim. Suſpicion always borders on Extremes; 

And might not Artaxerxes or Mandane, 

The Friend or Lover, have procur'd his Flight ? 
What ſtrange Delay is this! — let's to our Taſk; 
Behold the Way that leads us to the Palace. 

Art. And what great Enterprize ſhall I accompliſh, 
My Son being loſt ? | : 
' Rm. What, have you then, for nought, 

Secur'd the Royal Guards, and I, the Troops ? 
Determine, Sir; this Inſtant, Artaxerxes 
Prepares to take the Coronation Oath ; 

The ſacred Cup is by your Order poiſon'd: 
And ſhall we then fo baſely 

Arb. O my Friend! 
Hrbaces loſt, for whom ſhou'd I engage? 

Rim. Thy Son Arbaces, from thy Hand expects 
The Throne, if living; and H dead, Revenge. 

Arb. That, that alone recalls my fleeting Spirit: 


Lead on, kind Friend; my | ate depends on thee. 
. Rim, Vl lead thee on to joyful Victory. Wo” 


— 
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1 
DO let the Danger of a Son, 


Excite vindittive Ire; 
The Proſpect of a Kingdom won, 
Should light Ambitton's Fire. 


To wounded Minds, Revenge is balm, 
Wuh Vigonr they engage; 
And ſacrifice a pleaſing Calm, 
To a more pleaſing Rage. [Exit, 


S CEN E-Iv. 
ARTABANES Solus. 
Recitatrve accompanied. 


Ye adverſe Gods! y'ave found the only way 
To quell my vaſt Ambition ; perplexing Doubt, 
Whether my Son yet lives, awakens Fear 
And the dire Image of Deſpair ſtarts up, 
Unnerves my Arm, and checks my daring Soul. 


A” 1, 


O, much lov'd Son, if Death 
Has ftoPn thy vital Breath, 
TI ſhare thy hapleſs Fate; 
But ere the Dagger drinks my Blood, 
A murder'd King, at Lethe's Flood, 
The Tidings ſhall relate. 


Bid Charon ceaſe from Toll, 
And reſt upon his Oar, 
'Till I attain the happy Soil, 


Where we ſhall part no more. [Exit. 


08: N.R--V. 
ManDaNE's Apartment. 


Enter MANDANE and SEMIRA, 


Man, Perhaps the King releas'd Arbaces. 
Sem. No — rather deſtroy'd him. 


E Man. 
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Man, How ! 
Sem. ' Tis known to all; 


In ſecret he reſign'd his wretched Life. 


Man. O haplels Youth! O Tidings worſe than 


Death. 
Sem. I hope your Vengeance now is ſatisfied 
Or wou'd you other Victims? — ſpeak. 
Man. I cannot | 
Light Cares are ever ſoften'd by Complaint ; 
But ſuch as mine, arreſt the Pow'r of Speech. 


o 


Sem. Ne'er liv'd a Heart more loſt to Senſe of Þ 


Pity. 
All Eyes in Ferſia wail his hapleſs Fate; 
But yours are dry. 
Man. The deeper my Affliction: 
Small is the Grief that vents itſelf in Tears. 
Sem. Go if not ſatisfied, and feaſt your Eyes 
Upon the flaughter'd Spoils of my dear Brother : 


With fecret Joy, number his bloody Wounds. 
Man. Be filent — leave me. 


Sem. Never, while thou liv'ſt, 


I'll haunt thee like a Spirit, and my Wrongs 

Shall daſh thy Hopes, with Bitterneſs and Woe. 
Man. You think me cruel, and denounce Revenge— 

Ah! how have I deſerv'd thy Enmity? 


A 1 R. 


12 mot Rage thy Boſom firing, 
Puy's ſofter Claim remove; 
Spare a Heart that's juſt expiring, 
ö Forc'd by Duty, rack d by Love. 


Each ungentle Thought ſuſpending, 
Judge of mine, by thy. ſaft Breaſt; 


Nor with Rancour never ending. 


Hieap freſh Sorrows on the el d. 
wy Let ol Kage, &c. | 


Heav'n 


* 
5 
* 
+ 
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Heav'n that ev'ry Joy has croſt, 

Ne'er my wretched State can mend; 
J, alas] at once have loft 

Father, Brother, Lover, Friend. 


A Let not Rage, &c. [Exit. 
| TE RLNKE Vi 


SEMIR A alone. 


What have I done! alas, I vainly thought, 
Dividing Grief, to leſſen my Affliction; 
Theſe cruel Inſults, vented on Mandane, 


Have pierced her Breaſt, and not reliev'd my own. : 
IN. 


'Trs not true, that in our Grief, 
Others weeping in Diſtreſs , 

To our Troubles bring Relief, 
Making each Misfortune leſs. 

No, when ſore oppreſs'd by Fate, 
Better 'tis to figh alone, 

Than ſupport a double Weight, 


Others. Sorrows, and our own. [Exit, 
C0 N 8: VIE 8 
Enter AR UAC ESV. 15 


1 


Arb. Nor here my ſearehing Eyes can find Mandate. 
Fain would my Heart, before eternal Exile, 

ndulge its Fondneſs with a laſt Adieu. Ss 
Perhaps this Way — but whither do F wander ? 

Raſh Man — O heavenly Pow'rs, behold her there 

y Spirits fail me— yet ll ſpeak — Mandane/ 


8 MAN DAN E. 


Aan. Ve Pw rs! Arbaces ! and at Liberty! 8 
5. A Kriendl) Hand unlock'd my. cruel Fetters, 
* E 2 | | Man. 


r 
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Man. How! 
Sem. Tis known to all; 
In ſecret he rehgn'd his wretched Life. 2 
Man. O hapleſs Youth! O Tidings worſe than? 
Death. 1 
Sent. J hope your Vengeance now 1s ſatisfied | 
Or wou'd you other Victims ?— ſpeak. 
Man. I cannot; 
Light Cares are ever ſoften'd by Complaint; 
But ſuch as mine, arreſt the Pow'r of Speech. 1 
Sem. Ne'er liv'd a Heart more loſt to Senſe of ] 
| 


Pity. 
All Eyes in Ferfia wail his hapleſs Fate; 
But yours are dry, 

Man. The deeper my Affliction: 

Small is the Grief that vents itſelf in Tears. 

Sem. Go if not ſatisfied, and feaſt your Eyes 
Upon the flaughter'd Spoils of my dear Brother : 
With fecret Joy, number his bloody Wounds. ; 

Man. Be ſilent — leave me. 4 

Sem. Never, while thou liv'ſt, | 
Fl] haunt thee like a Spirit, and my Wrongs 
Shall daſh thy Hopes, with Bitterneſs and Woe. 

Mun. You think me cruel, and denounce Revenge 
Ah! how have I deſerv'd thy Enmity? i 


A 1 R. 


525 mt Rage thy Beſum firing, 
Pity's fofter Claim remove ; 
Spare a Heart that's juſt expiring, 
Torc'd by Duty, rack'd by Love. 


Each ungentle Thought ſuſpending, 
Judge of mine, by thy. ſoft Breaſt; 


Nor with Rancour never ending. 


Heap freſh Sorrows on the e 
Let Ol Kage, &c. 


Heav'n 


Heav'n that ev'ry Joy has croſt, 
Ne'er my wretched State can mend; 
I, alas ! at once have loft 
Father, Brother, Lover, Friend. 


* 


. 


SE MIR A alone. 


What have I done! alas, I vainly thought, 
es. Grief, to leflen my Affliction; 
2 Theſe cruel Inſults, vented on Mandane, 


Have pierced her Breaſt, and not reliev'd my own. 
AL 


'Trs not true, that in our Grief, 
Others weeping in Diſtreſs , 

To our Troubles bring Relief, 
Making each Misfortune leſs. 

No, when ſore oppreſs'd by Fate, 
Better 'tis to figh alone, 

Than ſupport a double Weight, 


S C:R- NEV 


Enter ARBACES. 


z 
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Fain would my Heart, before eternal Exile, 
Indulge its Fondneſs with a laſt Adieu. 


Pcrhaps this Way — but whither do I wander ? 

Raſh Man — O heavenly Pow'rs, behold her there 

y 9 fail me — yet I'll ſpeak — Mandane ! 
Enter MANDANE. 


Man. Ve Pow rs! Arbaces ! and at Liberty ! 


) 
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; 0 Let not Rage, &c. Exit. 


Others. Sorrows, and our own. [Exit, 


Arb. Nor here my ſearching Eyes can find Acad. 


Arb. A Friendly Hand unlock d my cruel Fetters, 
. E 2 Man. 
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AR-IAXERASES: 
Man. Ah! fly, begone. 


Arb. How can I part, for ever, from ſuch Beauty ? 5 
Man. Perfidious Traitor! what wou'd'ſt thou with |? 


me ? 
Arb. Am I no longer dear to my Mandane ? 
Man, Thou art become the Object of my Hate. 


Arb. Barbarous Maid! my Death ſhall end thy Scorn, |. 
I fly to meet my Fate — Adieu — for ever. Going. 


Man. Hear me, Arbaces. 

Arb. Ha! what Torture more? 

Man. I cannot ſpeak. 

Arb. O Heav'n! 

Man. Fly, fave thyſelf. 

Arb. What means my Princeſs? — this returning 
Pit 

Alan. ar ariſe from Love — but fly — and live. 


DUETT Oo 


Arb. For thee I live my deareſt ; 
But if I meet Diſdain, 
For thee, my Dear, I'll die. 
Man, How lovely thou appeareſt, 
My Bluſhes will explain. 
I can no more reply. 
Arb. Then hear me. 
Man. No. 
Arb. Thou art 


Man. Divide not thus my Heart; 


Leave me— In Pity go. 
Both. Ye Gods that Torture ſo, 

Some timely Reſpite ſend ; 

When will your Rigour end? 


[Exeunt, different Ways. 


SCENE 


s. 
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SN VIE 


A Temple, and Throne, with a Crown and Scepter ; the 
Image of the Sun, with a lighied Altar. 


ARTAXERXES, ARTABANES, Nobles, &c. 


Artax. To you, my People, much belov'd, I offer 
Myſelf, not leſs a Father, than a King: 
Your native Rights, your Cuſtoms and your Laws, 
With jealous Care I ever will maintain, 
And raiſe up Treaſure in my People's Hearts. 

Art. Here is the ſacred Cup 
Your ſolemn Oath muſt bind the laſting Tye ; 
Fulfil the accuftom'd Rites — and drink thy Death. 


[Ajide. 


Recitative Accompanied, 


Artax. Reſplendent God! by whom ſweet April 
blooms, 
Thou genial Beam, that warms us and enlightens, 
Look awful down; and if my treacherous Lips 
Have utter'd Falſhood ! may this wholſome Draught 
Change, as it paſſes, into deadly Poiſon. 


CNEL 
Enter S MIR A baſhly. 


Sem. Fly quick, my Liege; thouſands of rebel 
Troops 
Surround the Palace, by Rimenes led; 
Your Death is plotted, and your Guards corrupted. 
Artax. O Gods! 
Art. What fear you, Sir? my ſingle Preſence 
Shall quell this Tumult, and protect my King. 
Artax. Away, my Friend, to Victory or Death. 


SCENE 
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Euter MAN D AN E. 


Man. Hold, Brother, the rebellious Crew are fled. 
Artax. Say how, Mandane ? 
Man. Led by falſe Rimenes, 
They forc'd the Gates, and enter'd, when Arbaces 
Departing to eternal Baniſhment, 
His ſingle Breaſt oppoſed, and ſwore to die 
In his great Maſter's Cauſe : All dropp'd their Arms, 
Except that daring Rebel at their Head, 
On him Arbaces like a Lion flew, 
Clove thro' his Helmet, flew him, and reveng'd thee. 
Artax., Where's my Preſerver — bring him to my 
Arms? [Exit Officers with Guards. 
He murder Aerxes! Impious Suppoſition! 
Man. My Heart reſpires! 
Sem. O loyal Brother! 
Man. Valour ſuppreſs'd, now ſprings again to 
Glory. 


1 


The Soldier, tir d of War's Alarms, 

Forfwears the Clang of hoſtile Arms, 
And ſcorns the Spear and Shield : 

But if the brazen Trumpet ſound, 

He burns with Congueſt to be crown'd, 
And dares again the Field. 


SCENE, The Laſt. 


Enter ARTABANES and ARBACES. 


Arb. Behold, my King, Arbaces at thy Feet. 
Artax. O ſtill my Friend! come to my grateful 
Breaſt. 


Man. Yet that my Brother may with better Grace 


Reward this Deed, and ſatisfy the People, 
| Some 
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Some Reaſon give us for the bloody Sword, 
Thy tim'rous Flight, and all that wak'd Suſpicion. 
Arb. If Deeds, not Words, proclaim a loyal Heart, 
Permit me to be ſilent [ am Innocent. 
Artax. Confirm it with a ſolemn Imprecation, 
And of a Truth, as Perfia's Law preſcribes, 
That Veſſel drain'd ſhall be the ſacred Pledge. 
Arb. J am prepar'd. 5 
Art. O cruel Gods! if my Son drinks he's poiſon'd. 


[ Aſide. 


Recitative accompanied. 
Arb. Reſplendent God, by whom ſweet April Blooms, 
Thou genial Beam that warms us and enlightens ! 
Art. O wretched Father! [ Afide. 
Arb. If my treacherous Lips, 
Have utter'd Falſhood, may this wholeſome Draught, 
Change as it paſles, into 
Art. Hold, 'tis Poiſon, 
Artax. What Fury urg'd thee to fo vile a Deed? 
Art. Away, Diſguiſe, the Draught was meant for 
thee; 
But my paternal Fondneſs has betray'd me. 
I murder'd Xerxes; and to gain the Throne, 
Would have deſtroy'd thee too. 
Artax. Wretch, thou ſhalt die. 
Arb. Then I diſdain to live. 
Artax. Mandane ſhall reward thy ſpotleſs Virtue, 
And thy fair Siſter ſhall partake our Throne; 
But for that Traitor 3 
Arb. I will die for him, 
My Blood is his, and ſhall attone his Crimes. 
Artax. Thy Loyalty and Virtue, injur'd Youth, 
Shall change his Sentence into Baniſhment : 
Make no Reply his Exile is for Life. 
Man. Sure Heav'n inſpir'd the merciful Decree; 
Arbaces and Semira mult approve it. 
Tho' for his Crimes the Father juſtly ſuffers, 
His Life is ſpar'd, that you his guiltleſs Children 
May 
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May not be ever viretched in his Death. 


CHURU 9, 
Live 10 us, lo Empure de, 
Great Auguſtus, 51g nuit thou, 
Frem the ſubjeet Mord recerve, 
Laurel Wreaths radorn thy Brow. 
DAY AA 
07 bis Country, ever free, 
Ther: the Royal Father ee! 
| CHORUS. 
To the Patron of our Laws, 
Lien ce the Air with loud Applauſe. 
DURT T0 
Virtue in his Soul reſides; 


In bis Truib the World confides, 


CHORUS. 


To the Patron c, our Laws, 


Freree the Air with hu Applauſe. 


DUE TNF. 
Dit from the Throne deſcending, 
q Elnw the Monarch it endears; 


hen with Juſtice, Mercy blending, 
In the King a God a . 


Fil f 


Py rants claim with Iron Fg 
Duty which our Fears impart ; 
But our gentle kind Pr ntector, . 
Monarch reigus oer . Heart. 


CH OR WS. y 
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